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CHAPTER XV,-RELAPSF.D. 

SPRING had given place to summer, and 
summer was waning into autumn, when 
Tom Heron began to feel that his present 

life was well-nigh intolerable, and that if he 
could not mend matters somewhat he should be 
driven to distraction. 

This conviction did not come suddenly upon 
him ; it was of slow growth, and was not irn­
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mediately recognised. Indeed the young man 
fought hard against it, vowing that he had 
within himself that which rendered him indepen­
dent of all outward aids to happiness; yet all 
the same, a strange deadness was stealing over 
his spirit; the hours spent in meditation and 
prayer and the reading of the Scriptures dragg·C(l 
lieavily along, and he often found his thoughts 
wandering almost regretfully back to the carelesa 
days of old, in which he had had friends and to 
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spare, and hacl enjoyed lifo with that zest a11cl 
fulness which is only possible to the young. Often 
he would throw aside his books, rise from his knees 
and dash ont into the open air, striving to deaden 
the weary ache gnawiug at his heart by violent 
physical exertion, and wandering about half the 
night before fatigue drove him home. 

By day he worked at the forge, often with au 
energy that was almost ferocious; but it was 
seldom that the monotony of bis toil was varied 
by any friendly greetings from old associates. 
'l'hese had at last given him up as a hopeless 
case, had almost ceased to be interested in him. 
At first Tom had.said that he was glad when these 
visits had ceased, when he was neither cajoled nor 
ridiculed, but simply let alone. Now, however, 
he often felt that anything would be better t.han 
the complete isolation in which he found himself. 
Fighting of some kind was congenial to him, and 
standing up boldly for the righteousness of his 
cause had brought with it a sense of power and 
an exaltation of spirit which had carried him 
through many days and weeks of opposition 
that might have broken down the resolution of 
a weaker man. But all this was now a thing of 
the past. People had left off interesting them­
selves in the "mad Methodist," and whilst his 
foes had ceased their attacks from without, 'l'om 
had drawn no nearer to those who in the first 
days had made overtures of friendship towar<ls 
him. Tom's curse through life had been a kind 
of wild, fierce shyness, which asserted itself in 
presence of certain individuals-generally, as it 
chanced, before t.he very persons with whom he 
would naturally have wished to stand well, and 
for whom he had a deep underlyiug respect. 
This shyness had been greatly intensified by the 
change which showed to him the evil of his 
past life, and had prompted him to reject with 
peremptory decision the gentle attempts of the 
Lady of Ernscliff and Mr. Latham to win his 
confidence and trust. 

It was another phase of the same feeling 
which made him so reserved towards his ]lncle, 
and had all but made of little Molly a stranger 
to him now. He felt unworthy oft.he caresses of 
his little sister; shamed by the common-sense 
uprightness of the worthy blacksmith. His new 
ideas of religion were, as is so often the case 
with men of his stamp, suddenly aroused to a 
sense of sin, extraordinarily narrow. Because 
Saruson, Mr. Latham, and other devout persons 
in Sax had never succeeded in producing any 
impression upon him, and because the Methodists 
had succeeded where others had failed, therefore 
'l'oru was absolutely certain that they, ancl they 
alone, helcl the truth; and more than this, he 
was equally certain that just those fragments of 
truth which had come home to his heart and had 
served to awaken him from his long sleep, com­
prised the truth, the whole truth, and ~othing 
but the truth, and he looked upon anythmg else 
as an addition of man, if not a work of the 
devil. 

Strange as this form of bigotry seems when 
carefully analyi;ed, it was common enough in 
those rlays, and is always so, indeed, to a greater 
CJr less cx1ont. \Vhen Samson (who dirl not 

sit for nothing un~er ?Ir. Latham Sunday by 
Sunday), would try, m his own roucrh and sturdy 
way, to put before 'l'om some argu~ents tending 
to show that, whilst he was right in what he 
held, others might be right too, who dicl not take 
exactly the same lino, the young man woul<l 
grow first excited, and then fierce, and would 
be so certain that his uncle was acting as an 
emissary of the devil to tempt him from the 
paths of righteousness, that the worthy smith 
had given him up at last in despair, and 
Tom'tl isolation gradually became almost 
complete. 

The only bright days for him were those upon 
which he went up to the great house, where he 
was always received by the young gentlemen 
and servants alike with friendly good-will and 
cordiality. This was the only place where he 
was not made to feel himself an outcast, and 
gradually he came to look upon the Squire's 
house as the pleasantest spot in all the world. 
He ceased to be afraid that Madam's displeasure 
would one day rise against him. Ho could not 
believe that she was in ignorance of his opinions 
which had raised such a commotion in the place. 
Great as was the gulf which divided him from 
the family at Rookwood, Tom was ·something too ' 
much self-centred at this time to realise that his 
private affairs might be long in filtering down to 
Madam's ears. Sometimes he even flattered him­
self ( especially since Mistress Irene had paid that 
secret vi&it to the stable, and had given him the 
necklace) that his example was already bearing 
fruit in unexpected quarters. Poor Tom: his 
ignorance and his self-consciousness were alike 
natural to one in his position, and perhaps it was 
well for him that he had a few cheering thoughts 
and brighter days, or his mind might have given 
way beneath the strain of loneliness and asceticism. 

But, as the summer began to wane, a new 
disappointment and source of trouble came to 
Tom. Hitherto his Sundays had been happy 
days for him. He had spent them in Hownston 
amid those of his own way of thinking, and had 
returned refreshed and strengthened for the week 
about to commence. 

The community at Hownston had grown and 
flourished : funds had been collected for the erec­
t.ion of a small chapel, and the building was 
rapidly rising. But as was so often the case 
then, as in other times, with prosperity came 
disunion, jealousy and dissension. The great 
split between the Calvinistic and Arminian 
Methodists penetrated in many places to small 
bodies, even to individual families; and before 
the summer had passed, the little society at 
Hownston was divided against itself, and full of 
the most bitter hostility and enmity, each section 
vituperating the other, and fo!·getting ever:ythi~g 
but the great difference which was rendmg m 
some places the whole Methodist body iuto hostile 
camps. 

With a dispute like this, Tom Heron hacl no 
kincl of sympathy. He was no scholar, and the 
diseus~iou of the exact signification of words and 
isolated texts hacl no kind of fascination for him. 
He listened in amuze whilst he heard those upon 
whom he hacl lookeJ with veneration aud respect 
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hurli1_1g bitter wonls at one another, and mutually 
accusmg each other of leading astray the souls 
who looked to them for O'llidance. Perplexed, 
distressed, grieved to the l~art, 'l'om came away 
from a meeting which had been nothing but a 
vehement and scarcely disguised quarrel from 
first to last, and in his heart of hearts he almost 
said, as he threaded his way homewards through 
the winding woodland paths: "Vanity of vanities 
-all is vanity." He had given up everything 
for this beautiful faith which had seellled so 
str0ng-so holy-so all-embracing. There had 
been mercy even for him, as held out by his 
teachers : yet here were these same men, or their 
imm~diate followers, ready to fly at each others' 
throats, and hurling passages of Scripture at one 
another as if they were deadly missiles-and all 
because, as it appeared to poor Tom, the words of 
the Bible could be read in so many different ways, 
and there was no other guide to tell them what 
men should belie,e ! 

As this thought came into his mind, it seemed 
to 'l'om as though the solid ground gave way 
beneath his feet. Well might John Wesley, in 
later days, declare that it was Methodist alone 
who would greatly hurt Methodist--that it was 
the strife within the community, not that from 
without, which would weaken the work, and 
alienate the flock. It had been nothing to Tom 
to be assailed from without. Rightly or wrongly, 
he hacl looked upon every argument as alleged 
by any per8on without the "Connexion," as a 
weapon of Satan in some form or another, and 
had braced himself fearles1,ly for the assault : but 
how, when those of his own way of thinking 
disagreed and vituperated one another? How 
when each side could back their opinion from the 
same Bible ?-when it seemed as though which­
ever side was right, God was made in some sort 
a liar. It was an awful-a fearful thought, and 
Tom's brain fairly reeled under the shock he hacl 
received. For he was a merciless 1·easoner in his 
own limited field, ar:d when once this problem 
had suggested itself, he could do nothing but 
think of it by day and night, until he fell into 
a melancholy so profound that it was almost 
harder to bear than the old overwhelming con­
viction of sin under which he had laboured long 
ago. 

And now he had no one to whom to go. He 
absolutely feared to consult those he would 
hitherto have sought, lest be should hear more 
of the wrangling which had already so unhing_ed 
him. Even his Bible seemecl no comfort to him 
now, for there was always the terrible fear before 
him, that its words might not be all true, ancl 
how was he to distinguish the t111e from the 
false? It was small wonder that he fell into 
deep depression at this time, and felt life ab­
solutely unendurable-so unendurable that it 
suddenly occurred to him that the only thing to 
do was to marry, and see if companionship at 
home, and family responsibilities and cares, would 
not help him to forget his troubles and be as 
other men are. 

Anythin(J' was better 1han life in its present 
aspect: when the thought presented itself, Tom 
felt a thrill of unwonted pleasure, and marvelled 

that this solution of the difficulty had not 
l)resentccl itself before. He worked with un­
wonted satisfaction at his forge all day, and in 
the evening, leaving the Bible, which had already 
two days' accumulation of dust upon its cover, 
untouched upon the table, he smartened himself 
up as he had not done for long, stuck a flower in 
his button-hole, and sallied forth across the golden 
harvest fields to Sheepwold Farm, to see how 
l\Ieg Dawson would receive him after his long 
absence. He had once or twice caught sight of 
her in the village since his return, but he had 
not attempted to addr&s her. He had given up 
for the time all thoughts of yoking himself un­
equally with an unbeliever-as he had chosen to 
call poor Meg in his thoughts-but now he called 
to mind the farmer's leaning towards the preach­
ings, and !\leg's story of her sister Nanny's con­
version. It might be tLat she herself was 
converted now, and in any case he felt strong 
enough to couvert his own wife when once he 
had her in his hands. 

Meg looked up with an air of great astonish­
ment, as Tom walked into the kitchen. He was 
such a stranger 1hat the Dawsons had long ago 
giYen up all thoughts of seeing him there any 
more. Meg was woman enough to feel rather 
affronted at his sudden and entire desertion of 
her, although his attentio:r:>.s had at the best of 
times been spasmodic in character. So now she 
tossed her head and made as if she hardly knew 
him: but Tom was too much preoccupied to 
notice her coolness, and like the great blundering 
fellow he was, plunged straight into the middle 
of his errand without taking any trouble to. 
conciliate the girl first. 

"Meg," he said, "I've come to have a bit of a 
talk with thee. Thee knows as I was thinking 
of making thee my wife a matter of a year agone 
now : and then something happened as made me 
think I was best alone in the world, and I've had 
other things to think of than marrying and 
giving in marriage. • I tried to think it was 
better, as St. Paul advises, to stay as we were, 
but it is not of commandment he says it, and we 
are free to marry if we choose. It may be weak 
of me, but I can't get on alone. I want some­
body to be with me-to make home a bit home, 
like. And so, Meg, I've come to thee. I used to 
think as we should suit each other, and I thought 
thee had the same feeling. What does thee say 
now? Will thee marry me next month?" 

"Well, I never!" cried Meg, her breath fairly 
taken away by the suddenness of this proposition, 
and then she sud.1enly :flushed crimson, and her 
eyes looked anything but full of affection as she 
turned upon Tom rather fiercely: "Thee be a 
nice fellow for a husband, Tom, that thee be! 
Thee pretends thee cares for a girl a little bit, 
and tries to make her care for thee, and then 
thee goes away for a year and never so much as 
comes near her. ,vhen the fancy takes thee, back 
thee comes and wants to wed next week-What 
llocs thee think women aro made of, ·Tom-if 
they will come ancl go at thy beck aucl call like 
thnt?" 

Tom opened his eyes in stupid, masculine 
surprise·, and saill nothing. 

Q 2 



228 TOM HERON OF SAX. 

"Bah!" cried Meg, who hatl nll this time been 
:itudying Tom's face pretty closely, finding it 
even more changed than she had expected. 
"Thee has turned Methody since I saw thee last, 
Tom, and I hate the l\fothodies. Yes," she cried, 
stamping her foot in a sudden access of fury, "I 
hate them-and I wouldn't marry thee now, not 
if thee was Squire of Rookwood. Nanny turned 
Methody, and she's never been the same since­
she's not a bit like a sister to me when I see her. 
She does naught but worry me about my soul, 
and bid me flee from the wrath to come. What 
business of hers is my soul? And I don't think 
much of her Methody ways-I think they make 
her a horrid hypocrite. I don't think thee is a 
hypocrite, Tom, but folks do say as the way 
thee goes on is dreadful. I'd sooner be in my 
grave than thy wife. Thee'd better go courting 
.among the Methodios, if thee wants a wife. I'd 
i;:ooner marry Mike Portway, who's asked me three 
times already, only father don't think he has 
enough to keep me comfortable." 

And Meg tossed her head defiantly, glad to 
flaunt in Tom's face this new lover, and sltow 
him that other men had not been so blind or so 
tardy as he. 

But Tom had only room in his head for one 
-idea at a time. 

"Then it comes to this, Meg-thec'll not 
marry a Methody ·: " 

"Nay, that I won't," cried the girl, "I've seen 
-enough of them and their ways. I can't abear 
the way they sets themselves up for saints. I 
liked thee better, Tom, before thee turned saint: 
.and as for what they teach, father, who was 
a bit bitten by it once, says as he hears as good 
gospel from Mr. Latham in the church here as he 
does at Hownston from the Methodies. It isn't 
quite so rousing, but if he takes the trouble to 
listen, it's every bit as good. And I'm not going 
to be different from other folks to please nobody; 
so you may just go and choose a wife somewhere 
~lse. I'll have none of you." 

Tom rose to bis feet to go. He was not one 
to play the ardent lover in face of such a dis­
missal; as he tu'!'ued he saw that Janet Daw­
son was standing behind Lim, her face stern and 

-severe. 
" The lassie has spoken well, Tom Heron," she 

said, " thou art a vessel of wrath foreordained to 
perdition. Have I not always s1id it? I would 
not give my daughter to _thee were it ever so. 
Hast thou not been a child of hell from thy 
youth?" 

Tom made no attempt to reply, but turned and 
walked rapidly away. He was uHerly rejected 
for the very reason that he had turned from the 
paths of wickedness and become a changed cha­
racter. Truly he was reaping a strange harvest 
from the seed sowu in his heart. 

A few days later Madam herself sent for hilll 
to Rookwood. Tom was greatly surprised at the 
summons, but when he reached the house he 
found that it was OR account of a favourite lap­
dog that he had been sent for. Madam wished 
for his skill on behalf of the dog, whose leg had 
been broken b,r a kick from a horse. 

The little creature was in Madam's boudoir, 

and his mistress was with him. It was the first 
time that 'l'om had evu penetrated into the 
dwelling-rooms of the house, and he felt very 
sheepish and strange as bis feet pressed the 
velvet carpet, and he found himself in an 
atmosphere of warm perfume and undreamed-of 
luxury. He was, however, bidden to come forward, 
and his skill and tenderness over the shivering 
little invnlid did much to win Madam'is favourable 
notice. So, as he was bandaging up the injured 
limb, after it had been carefully set, she began 
to speak to him about himself. 

"I hear, Tom, that you have turned over a 
new leaf, and have steadied down and become 
quite respectable," she said, graciously," and I.am 
very glad to hear it. But I should like to see 
you at church on Sundays. I quite thought you 
would begin to attend since you left off your wild 
ways." 

In the presence of the elegant and softly­
sp<1ken woman-for nobody could he more 
gracious than Madam when she chose-Tom felt 
strangely tongue-tied and embarrassed. Instead of 
answering boldly, he muttered something about 
never having gone much to church, whereat 
Madam smiled and said : 

"No, in past days wo hardly looked for it: 
but you have turned over a new leaf now. And 
with so much evil going about in these days- -
dangerous persons calling themselves Methodists 
lea"ding the ignorant and unwary from the beaten 
paths of truth-it is of the greater importance 
that--" 

Tom had just finished binding the dog's leg, 
and he suddenly stood upright, fl.u~hing to the 
roots of his hair. 

"Madam," he said huskily, " I am a Methodist 
myseH. It was the Methodists who saved me, 
body and soul. I do not go to church because I 
go to their meeting at Hownston. I thought _ 
you knew." 

Madam looked at him with a sharply-contracted 
brow. 

" A Methodist ! " she exclaimed, " you are 
mocking me, Tom Heron! " 

"Madam, I should be mocking my God if I 
spoke not the truth. I have been a Methodist 
for nigh upon a year." 

"A Methodist !-and living upon the estate. 
How dared you so deceive us? Did you not 
know we gave out that no Methodists should be 
tenants of ours?" 

"I heard something like it," answered Tom. 
•• I looked to have notice to quit, but as it came 
not, I thought-" 

" It shall come, and that promptly, unless you 
will amend your ways," said Madam haughtily. 
"Tom Heron, I speak for your own good; foTget 
this idle and profane trifling, and stay in your 
0ld home. We will not disturb you, if you will 
give up this new folly." 

"Give up my God to please man, l\Iadam: 
who is profane now?'' quoth bot-headed Tom. 
Madam's hand was upon the bell, and she rang it 
sharply. 'l'o be defied and insulted in her own 
house by a common blacksmith wus just a little 
too much! Tom was driven forth ere he coulll 
say another word. Before the day hatl passed 
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the bailiff had oomo down to his house to giYe 
him notice to quit within the week. 

So this ,vas the end of it all, thought Tom, as 
he sat with his head buried in his hands by his 
~~eless grate that night. He had given up all­
tnends, pleasm·es, pastimes, love of kinclred, the 
things that make life sweet to the young : all, 
all, h,~ had renounced, and what had he gained? 
The scorn of all his former associates, the hatred 
of the whole. village. He had been cast off for 
his religion by the woman he hoped to wed, and 
now he was th1·ust forth from the home where he 
had lived f1om childhood for the same cause. 
And what hi.d he left? His teachers? they 
were tearing each other to pieces in argument ; 
they had no thought to spare for him. His 
Bible? how was he to know how to read it 
aright, when its tea:ihings set men at open war 
one with another? His prayers and meditations? 
Tom shuddered as he realised how cold, how 
lifeless, how formal these had grown. What had 
he left to cling to? At that moment he felt as 
though he had nothing-as though he stood alone 
in a black world, deserted by friend and foes 
alike, an outcast from the face of the earth, 
whilst the heavens were as brass above him, and 
God-if indeed there were a God-had turned 
His face away. 

How long he sat there in loneliness and despair 
he knew not, but the touch of a hand upon his 
shoulder caused him suddenly to look up, and by 

the dull light of the taper he saw the friendly 
face of Michael Portway bencling over him. 

"Tom, old fellow, cheer up," cried Mike, who 
was in secret a great admirer of Tom's "thv 
mother has just heard what has happened, ~nd sh·e 
bid me come to thee, and bid thee to supper with 
her. Do'ee come, lad, 'twill do thee good : and a 
man's mother is his mother, and it hurts her 
feelings that thee should turn agin her as thee 
has done. Thee don't eat enough to keep body 
nnd soul together; thee's as spare and lean as can 
be. Thee'll be ill one of these days, if thee cloesn't 
change thy ways a bit. Come, 'l'om, do." 

Almost to the surprise, but greatly to the 
relief of Michael, Tom rose quickly to his feet, 
and gi-asped the hand of his comrade hard in his, 
saying with something of a gasp: 

"Ay, I'll go with thee, I'll go with thee, lad. 
Don't leave me. I can stand it no longer. Fetch 
all the other boys; we'll have a night of it 
together. I've tried the other way, and it's no 
go. Let me be happy whilst I can ! " 

Tom's wild laugh startled Michael, but the 
smith hmried him along the rnad at breathless 
speed. That night all Sax was electrified by the 
news that Tom Heron the Methodist had gone 
on the drink again, and before a week had passed 
by the whole place rang with the sto1-y of a 
wilder outbreak than had been known befo1·e 
even in his wildest and most unregenerate­
days. 

BOGA.TZKY'S GOLDEN TREASURY. 

J. REPRINT OF MR. JOHN THORNTON'S EDITION OF 177 5, WITH JOHN BERRIDGF.1S NOTFS. 

BOGATZKY'S "Golden Treasury" has long 
been one of the most popular books in 
Ch1istian Literature. In the Leipzig 

"Encylopiedia of German Biography," it is said 
that," without doubt it has had an incomparably 
larger circulation than any German classic." 
Published first at Breslau in 1718, it was 
enlarged in 1722, and in 1734 sixty-six medita­
tions were added, bringing the whole numbe1· up 
to 365, so that it might be used as "a claily 
companion for the children of God," which was 
made the second title of the book. Since that 
time there has been a succession of editions, 
nearly sixty in all; the fifty-sixth edi.tion, issued 
in 1880, bearing the title "Karl Heinrich von 
Bogatzky's Golden Treasury for the children of 
God, whose treasure is in heaven; consisting of 
select texts of Scripture, with edifying obser­
vations and rhymes attached." 

Of the Life of Bog~tzky, and the history of 
his book, a most inleresting account has been 
written by the late Rev. JDhn Kelly, of the 
Religious 'rract Society, a summary of which is 
prefixed to an edition of the Treasury published 

by that Sociflty. This is considerably "altered 
from the 01·iginal," as almost all English editions 
have been, new texts and meditations being sub­
stituted, and portions of English hymns replacing 
those which were selected or written by Bogatzky 
himself. 

Some modification of the original work was 
quite necessary in a devotional manual intended 
for English evangelical Christians. Although 
Bogatzky was orthodox in the essentials of the 
faith, ancl a genuine follower of Luther in the 
article of justification by faith, that m·ticulus 
stantis aut cadentis ecclesire, yet in other points bis 
treatise was more suited for Ge1·man than English 
readers. This was strongly felt by the great 
and good John Thornton, of Clapham, the friend 
of Cowper and Newton, of Hen1·y Venn and 
John Berridge, and tho best men of his time. 
He resolved to prepare, at his own cost, an edition 
with meclitations scloctecl or writ ten in place of 
some which he did not wholly approve. He took 
as the basis of his edition a translation first 
published anonymously in 1755, ancl reprintod iu 
1762 and 177 4. Ho applied to his own E-pecial 
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frieudt1, especially to John Berridge, Rector of 
Evertou, and t.he Rev. William Bull, of Newport 
Pagnell, in whose life, by his grandson, we find 
this statement : "From a marked copy I find 
that four original papars were written by my 
grandfather, and some others amended by him. 
Mr. Thornton himself is author of seven." 

l\Iany of l\Ir. Berridge's notes are amusing as 
well as sensible ancl instructive. He little 
expected that they would ever see the light, 
being intended for the eye of Mr. Thornton as 
editor. He would probably have been more 
,cautious in bis remarks about Ant.in01uians and 
Arminians, and other controversial topics. But 
he is himself almost always sound in his theology 
.and judicious in his criticisms. He is also very 
plain and pointed in his notes. For instance, 
.. , This verse is lamb, it wants a foot ; " " I can 
make no sense of these two words : • The care 
-of God far and infinitely exceeds a mother'-­
far and infinitely when coupled are like 
one and a million more." Against a meditation 
by good John Newton, beginning "A feast 
imports plenty, harmony, and joy," J.B. writes 
"Is not an English word (bespeaks) better than 
a Latin one (imports)? Few authors know how 
to write in English. Indeed it requires more 
care and pains than most people are aware of. 
The Bible and Bailey's dictionary are my chief 
books, one to teach me gospel and the other to 
teach me English." • 

Over the verses appended to each meditation 
Mr. Berridge kept a watchful eye, as when he 
-corrects the couplet, 

• My name is printed on His breast, 
His Book of Life contains my uamo :' 

-on which he 1·emarks, " Can a sixth part of your 
serious 1·eade1"B say or sing these words with true 
confidence? • And does it not tend to beguile 
ca.1-nal readers into vain confidence? I wonder 
that authors should publish peculiar things 
for common use." 

The remark about singing words not suited to 
common experi~nce appli~ to many _hymns sung 
in a congregat1~n of mixed worshippers.. But 
John Ben-idge lil somewl1a_t too general m the 
condemnation of hymn-wnters when he says: 
"Notwithstanding the various Houses of Confine­
ment we still want one in this Kingdom, a poetical 
madhouse for the cure of rhyming lunatics." 

Although unsparing in his criticisms on others 
( as be writes against many meditations "a dry 
chip" or "unintelligible to me"), Mr. Berridge 
only co~tributed two of his own, which the 
reader .may be pleased to see. 'l'he first is on 
Psalm xxiii. : " The Lord is my Shephtird " ; 
" Reader is the Lord Jesus thy Shepherd ? has 
He called thee out of the wilderness, called thy 
heart from the love of sin and the world, and 
brou"'ht thee into His fold and pastures; brought 
thee ~nto a close attendance on His ordinances; 
and does He feed and refresh thy soul with His 
word ; canst thou distinguis~ the Shepherd's 
voice from the voice of a hirelmg; and does thy 
heart cleave to the Shepherd in faith and love, 
adoring His pe1·son and approving His laws, as 
well as admiring IIi~ doctrines? 'l'hcn, fear not, 

the Lord is with thee: Jesus is thy Shepherd. 
Thou shalt want nothing that is really good. 
Follow thy Shepherd, till He bring thee to glory." 

This is Berridge's meditation for February 19. 
The other contribution is for November 18, on the 
words "Follow Me," Luke v. 27; and 2 Tim. ii. 3. 
He prefaces it thus; " This paper ( of Bogatzky) 
does not suit me at all, I have therefore made 
another. Utrum mavis accipe." 

" Would you follow Christ? Then follow 
Him in self-denial, in humility, in patience, and 
in a readiness for every good work. Follow Him 
with a daily cross upon your back, and look to 
His Cross to make your burden light. Follow 
Him as your Guide and Guard ; and learn to see 
with His eyes, and to trust in His arm for 
defence. Follow Him as the Friend of Sinners, 
who healeth the broken in heart, and giveth rest 
to weary souls, and casteth out none that come 
unto Him. Follow Him with faith, resting your 
whole acceptance with God, and your title to 
heaven, on His meritorious blood and righteous­
ness. Lastly, follo,v Him with much prayer. 
For though He is full of compassion, He loves to 
be much entreated, and when He is determinecl 
to give a blessing, you must yet wrestle with 
Him for it. Thus follow Jesus, and He will lead 
you to glory." 

Although writing wholly only two papers of 
his own ( out of 366), the fact is that Ber1idge 
has, besides, rewritten scores of papers, either in 
whole (see June 22; July 17; September 8, 9, 
17, 18, 21, 25) or in part (see September 1, 2, 3, 
6, 7, 22, 23, 24; November 29, 30; Decem­
ber 16, 17. 

In a letter to the Rev. William Bull, Mr. 
Thornton says, " Send me a pearl for the Golden 
Treasury, for January 31st, on lHatt. xiii. 5, 6;" 
and again he writes," I get slowly on, as you did 
not mark the pages you remarked on." In another 
letter, asking for a paper for February 16th, 
Thornton says, "Benidge I will as little spare as 
Watts, when I think him not more edifying." So 
that Mr. 'rhornton used his own judgment, and 
kept the work in his own hands and under his 
own eye. 

The rep1intofthis edition of Mr. John Thol'lllon, 
with Mr. John Berridge's very racy comments 
and emendations, has been lately published,1 
under the editorship of the Rev. Charles P. 
Phinn, D.A., of Balliol College. It is printed from 
a copy bequeathed to the late Rev. Charles 
Bridges (of the 110th Psal:n), by the Rev. Robert 
Leslie Melville, Vicar of Much Tey, Essex, the 
grandson of John°Thorntou, whose only daughter 
was ma1Tied to the seventh Earl of Leven ancl 
l\lelville. Besides the value of the wo1·k in 
itself, it is a literary curiosity. To Mr. Phin_n the 
copy now reprinted wail given by Mrs. C. ~ndge!', 
after her husband's death, as "a memorial of a 
long and endeared friemlship." l\fr. Kelly, thti 
accomplished editor of the Religious 'l'ract 
Society's edition, appears to have known nothing 

1 " Do"ntzky's Golden Trcnsul'y, n l'epl'int of l\Ir. John 
'l'homlo1~s eclilion of li75, with Notes l,y the Rev. Johu 
Ilerrid.,.e. Eclitccl b)' C. l'. Phiun, of Ilalliol College, 
Oxforcl: with i11tr0<luction hy Principal l\Ioulc, of Ilidlcy 
Hull, Cambriilgc."-Elliot Stuck. 
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of J?hn .'l'hornton's work, nor of the holp givon 
by lns fneuds, as here reoordod. Jolin 'l'hornton 
died in 1700. Mr. Bentley, who us rector of 
Camberwell much assisted Mr. Thomton for 
many years, died in 1705. 
. 'l'he analy_sis of tho contents by Mr. Phiun 
1s extremely mteresting; and he gives the names, 
as far as can 1111w bo known, of the various 
authors of tho Meclito.tions. 'l'ho Introduction to 
tho v_olume, by the Rev. H. C. G. Moule, P1-incipal 
o_f Ihdley Ball, contains valuable notices of the 
hYes of John Berridge and Charles Bridges, as 
well as of John Thornton. Who oan forget 

Co~vpor':; n?ble tributo of praiso to tho great 
ph_tlauthrop1st, tho sourco of whose boneficonce 
tlus work revoals ?-

Somo men mnko gniu n fountnin, whence proceeds 
A stt·cnm of liberal and horoie deecls • 
'l'hc swell of pity, not to bo confined' 
Within tho scanty limits of the mind, 
Disilo.ins the bo.nk, o.nd throws the gol<lea sands, 
A rich deposit, on the bordcrin"' lo.nds: 
'l' o hese have an cnr for His pntcrnnl call, 
Who mnlccs somo rich for tho supply of all : 
God's gifts with pleasure in Hie pmise employ; 
And TuonNTON is fomilior with the joy. 

WAND ERIN GS IN THE HOLY LAND. 

IJY ADELIA GATES. 

THERE are few customs more persistent than 
those which are practised at weddings and 
marriage feast:;. The learned assure us that 

some of our own apparently senseless practices at 
such times are survivals from the days of mo.rriage 
by captme. The throwing of an old shoe after 
the happy couple, for instance, means nothing 
nowadays, but it is the rudimentary survival from 
the time when the enraged family of the captured 
bride did all they could to rescue her, throwing 
sticks, or stones, or old shoes, anything, in short, 
that was handy, at the head of the ravisher. 
"\Ve have advanced beyond those times, but the 
old shoe remains to keep us in mind of the good 
old days when marriage by capture prevailed. 

A friend took me to an .Arab wedding in 
Jerusalem, and there I was remintled of how 
slowly customs change in the East. 'l'here are 
constant references in tho Bible to the marriage 
rites of the land. How the bride declceth herself 
and goeth out to meet the bridegroom. Then 
again in the parable of the foolish virgins, how 
accurately all is described in a few words I 'l'he 
virgins waiting for the bridegroom a.nu getting 
tired, fell asleep. Suddenly, at midnight, there 
was a cry made : " Behold, tho bridegroom cometh ! 
go yo out to meet him." Even to this day the 
same cry is raised. When the new-ma<lo husband 
goes forih to meet his bride, the women all cry 
aloud : " Behold, the bridegroom cometh ! " 

The marriage contract among the Arabs is 
extremely simple. The contracting parties draw 
up certain rules for each other's future conduct. 
The bride declares what her hnsbapd may or 
may not do. If she happens to dislike smoking, 
she mentions the fact. 'l'he husband, on his side, 
makes his etipulationB, which aro generally 
stringent, ancl to a European often ridiculous. 
Tito conditions, being· written <lown, are RignOLl 
in the presence of tho caid or other n11tl10rizod 

nn. 

person. That is a marriage. Tho same paper 
torn up in the presence of the caid is the divorce. 
It is very simple. 

The little .Arab bride, whose wedding I 
attended in Jerusalem, was very young, vety 
fair, very shy, and very childlike. She was 
hardly more than twelve years old. I could feel 
only pity for her. She had missed altogether 
the long, pleasant childhood that is so sweet a 
memory to us of northern climes. Oriental 
womon always seem to me liko annual flowers, 
they blossom and fade so early. .A season's 
glory and they are passed, as the. French so 
expressively have it. In Luxor, on the Nile, I 
stayed with a little mother uot fifteon years old, 
whose baby was able to run about. 

The little child-bride at Jerusalem, however 
young she might be, had been taught the 
needful etiquette of the occasion-she must not 
look at the bridegroom. In some places it is 
speech that is denied to the young pair, or at 
least to the wife, who must not utter a word 
during all the days of the festivities, no matter 
how much her husband may importune hor. 
'l'his is wooing with a vongeauce. 'l'he bride was 
dressed in a rich silk dross mado in European 
11tyle. It looked awkward and clumsy, as our 
dresses always look, beside the graceful, flowing 
garments of the Orientals. But sho was Yery 
proud· of the ugly, ungainly thing, and expected 
us to admire it very much, which wo oould not 
oonscientioui;ly do. Many of tho guests were 
English, all wore women. 'l'horo was 110 man 
present at the wedding-breakfast oxcopt tho fine­
looking and agrooable bridogrooru. He spent 
the whole timo looking at his brido with all 
his heart in his glowing, dark oyes, while the 
rest of us t11lkod and laughod togothor very 
rnorrily as wo discussed tho Amb sweetmeats. 
Thoro was au Oll(llcss variety of thorn, for Arabs 
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nro vory fond of e,vootmcnte ond skilful in tbo 
rnoldng thorcof. 

'l'ho l\Iohommodons boliovo in destiny, Whnt 
is to bo, will bo, ond thcro is no fighting against 
fato. '!'hie boliof mo.ko11 them odmimblo soldi~rs 
oud colm in dofcot. 1 t iij usoleee to ro.il a.go.inst 
the immuto.blo decrees of Fa.to. A 11 tho t1,10 
beliovor hne to do, is to bow hie hoo.d nnd Ho.y­
" it is written." 'rhoro is o Mussulmon tradition 
tho.t tho Jowe will onco ogo.in ucquiro tho 

foront. Jowe cnn dwell oneo again in Jorusaforn. 
A friend told rno tbo.t some time ago 11ome 11trango 
Jow11 c11mo thoro out of Aro.bia. No ono know 
anything of thorn, no one hod over beard of ~hem 
boforo, no one know thoro woro any ,Jews in 
AralJia. But thoro they woro, most unmistakuhlf, 
Jews, with all the eigne, thoeo unmistakable 
Higns of thoir. roeo upon thorn, They said thoy 
woro of the tribe of Don, o.nd bod kopt tbcmeclvc.'! 
uncontnminotcd frorn mixture of otlicr blood, and 

othor foitb, during all those long 
ogce, and now woro coma to sec 
;Jerusalem. On being aekcd what 
hod happened to mako them un­
dortoko this journey : 

"Nothing bae h11fponcd," they 
replied, "but a spirit came upon 
us, and wo wished to learn bow it 
was ot Jerusolom. Therefore we, 
come." 

Assuredly thoro never was a 
poop lo liko the J owe, and never a 
n11tiou's history liko their history. 

The country about Jorusolcrn 
is barren and desolate loolcing, 
ond this although the soil itHelf 
is fortilo. Pooplo gonorally oscribc, 
the wont of -tillage to the Lad 
rule of tho Turke. Thcso relent­
less masters grind down the tmor 
of the soil with burdensome taxes. 
If ho raises ony more than is ju11t 
enough to keep him and his family 
from obsoluto want, it will only 
be to.ken from him by the Turkish 
tox-gothoror. Therefore ho ouly 
l1olf tilJs tho soil, hence the 
dcsolt1tion of tbo lond. 'l'o make, 
people thoroughly thriftless there 
is nothing like insecurity of 
property. Still, after allowing a 
duo eho.ro of o'l'il to tbo rulo of 
the 'l'nrk-and it is moreover a 
large shore-I oonnot think that 
tbo entire blomo of this unpro­
ductivonose is to be laid nt thoir 
<loor. It ii! probable that it is, in 
mnin, duo to tho destruction of 
tho forests nnd the consoqucut 

H lessoning of tho rainfall and 
Ll~~~2!!~-----=::.=:.....a=~~~'.::...__~:,_ ___ _.'.~..Jj drying up of springs and wotcr-

"THE LJTTLI~ CJIIUJ-JJllUJK. 11 

control of Po.lostine, although ultimutoly it will 
foll ago.in into the ho.n<ls of tho follower11 of tho 
prophet. Perhaps it is this tradition nnd thoir 
behef in destiny which havo ocensionorl the rolax­
otion in the laws against the Jews, which until 
recently wore suoh ne to prevent any Jew from 
living in JeruBOlem. They might como there for 
o. shol't timo, and romain a ccrto.in number of 
months, ot the end of which time they hod to 
derBrt. 'l'he sick ones dying, Jews sometimes 
die so nrro.nge tho.t their loo.ve of rcsidenoo did 
extend over their death, in wl1ioh coso thoy 
obtained the dearly-prized boon of bclag Lnricd 
iu tbo lo.nd of their fothers. But now it is cllf-

coursoe. Whorovcr tbo first hos 
hoppcnod, tho second hos followod 
as an inevito.blo consequence, hero 

us elscwhcro. Grecco is o. noteworthy example 
of droughts onBUing upon tbo cutting down of 
trees. In oll oountr1os long inhabited by o. 
poetoro.l pcoplo, ond oepcoiolly wbero it is nomadic, 
ns a, pastoral people is likely to be, tho result, 
however slow, is olwoys tho some. 'l'hoy want 
immediate posturogo for thoir flocks ruthor th1111 
forests to produce future showoI'I!, and so gracluoUy 
tbcso ·disappear oud Nature, through her in­
cxoro.blo laws, rovongog herself upon the i~uonmt 
<lcvnetators : witness l\Icsopoturnia, Arulm1, and 
somo partH of Northern Africo. 

Somo of tho vo.lloye of tho Sahuro, notably 
those of the Souf, the Igharghar, aucl tho Miya, . 
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were once watered, wooded, and cultivated. Now 
they are a sandy waste, without inhabitants; and 
man, not God, has created this desolation. Doubt­
less the pastoral tribes who inhabited Palestine 
were themselves largely to blame for its decline 
in fertility. The utter absence of wood.in all this 
region, a fact which the Crusaders commented 
upon when they came, is by some attributed 
to the Roman Conquest. With the absence of 
trees there was very naturally "drought and a 
barren land." 

I 1·emember once when going across the tree-

"Camels," he answered briefly. 
" Camels," echoed I in surprise, " how do camels 

make a desert? " 
" Camels and Arab!!, madame, will make a 

desert of any place, and so will goats," said my 
friendly fellow-traveller. 

I reflected that I had heard it said, tbat the 
goats of St. Helena had completely destroyed the 
ebony forests of that island. I told him so. 

" Exactly," he replied, "let browsing animals 
loose anywhere and you will soon clear off 1he 
trees. And if to camels, which aro bad enough, 

PATH LEADl:S-G TO TIIE SU~DIIT OF THE MOU:S-T OF O1.l\'ES, 

less, herbless anct wa~erless regio:n south of 
Batna, in eastern Algeria, I spoke with a f~llow­
traveller about the country. He was a Dative of 
the place. 

" Could iiTigation make these wastes pro-
ducti ve?" I asked incredulously. 

"Madame," he replied emphatically, "water 
can do everything." . 

And I remembering the oases 1n the desert, 
was fain 'to agree with him. . . 

"This was not always the dreary waste it is 
now," he said. . 

"Indeed," I answered, "and what made it a 
dreary waste?" 

you add Arabs, there is nothiDg but. desolation 
before you. 'l'he camel eats everyth1~g, grass'. 
bushes, trees ; the Arab plants nothmg, cares 
for nothing; between t~em they have turned 
this very country here mto the waste tha_t you 
see. Before this became a caravan rnute, it was 
not a desert." . . 

So spoke my friendly fellow-traveller m Algeria. 
Perhaps he is right. Undoubtedly A:rabs and 
camels flourish in the desert. ~1the1 to I 
had looked upon them as the picturesque, 
and :fitting accessories of a de~ert. Shall I now 
consiuer them its all-desiroymg creat<;>rs ?_ It 
was one of my day-dreams, as I rode m silent 
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musing over these stony l'oads, that capitctl iu 
strong hands shall yet do i.ts beneficont work in 
Palestine. :Midas, Argus, and Briareus : capital, 
intelligence and labour. What might not this 
great 1'rio of powers accomplish? 

Dream8, are these ? Steam was a dream ; 
electricity was a dream; all the greatest things 
were dreams in their beginning. But it turned 
out that the dreamers were the seers. Perhaps 
my dream may prove to be a gleam of clair­
voyance. 

This is a land of dreams, but they are dreams 
of the past, not the future. The mind can hardly 
keep awake to the fact that this is the nineteenth 
century; it is constantly falling asleep to this 
clay's idea, and is ever dwelling upon tlle deeds of 
the past. 

The Mount of Olives! The Garden of Geth­
semane ! What names are these I What images 
do they not rouse, even in the dullest mind? It 
almost Reoms as if I should not go to that Garden, 
as if my feet should not tread the earth, whe1·e 
He had knelt and prayed: "0 My Father, if this 
cup may not pass away from Me, except I drink 
it, Thy will be done." Yet why should not I go as 
well as others? I, at least, would go in reverc,nt 
spirit; I, at least, would go as one devoutly 
to a sacred spot; I would go, therefore, alone. 
The Garden is surrounded by a wall, in order to 
guard its trees from-goats ?-No. From camels? 
-No. From Christian pilgrims! Can you not 
carry away relics in your hearts, you destroying 
believers? Must your faith be vi 1·ified by a stick 
or a stone? Can you not believe unless you can 
touch relics? You are a. generation of Vandals; 
you respect nothing ; you feel for nothing. Verily 
l believe you would not hesitate to chip off bits 
from the Gates of Pearl, and dig out the jasper and 
chrysolite that garnish the foundations of the New 
Jerusalem. I speak as one having knowledge. 
Have I not even seen one of you try, with her 
umbrella, to extract a bit of the mosaic from one 
of the great pictures of the Evangelists that 
adorn the dome of St. Pet.er's? 

Seven of the olive trees of Gethsemane are 
believed by many to be older than the Christian 
era. Olives do sometimes reach the age of 
two thousand years. Those that I mentioned 
having seen at Girgenti are known to be 

ninoteon hundred yoars old. Did these gnarled 
and knotted trees witness " the Agony and 
Lloocly Sweat" of that dread night in Geth­
sonmne? One wishes to believe it; yet how 
can we, in the face of what Josephus says? 
Titus cut down all the trees around Jerusalem 
for a distance of one hundred furlongs from the 
walls. There would not, therefore, have been 
any trees left standing in the Garden of Geth­
i::emane. Some one tells me howe,·er that when 
olives are cut down, young ones spring from the 
base. Perhaps these may have so sprung from 
the roots of trees that stood here in the clays 
when Jesus lived. But what matters it? Shall 
I be like the relic-hunters, and not believe unless 
I see a stick or a stone to mark the spot ? I 
climbed the steep path which led to the summit 
of the Mount of Olives. I stood on the spot 
where Jesus had stood: "When He was come 
near, He beheld the city, and wept over it." 

Yes, this is the spot. Here He stood. There 
lies the city. How beautiful it looks! We see 
none of its squalor, none of its dirt, nothing but 
the tall minarets and the glistening domes, the 
shining houses, the walls, the towers. . 

Mentally I "walk about Zion, and go round 
about her : tell the towcri! thereof. Mark well 
her bulwarks, consider her palaces." 

Reft of her sons, of all her hopes, forlorn 
JeruGalem is still, when seen from here, "the 
perfection of beauty." 

Here Jesus stood and gazed upon a Jerusalem 
far more glorious than the Jerusalem upon which 
my eyes rest. He gazed, and seeing the doom 
which was to overtake it cried out in His grief, 
"0 Jerusalem, Jerusalem!" and I, standing 
here and remembering the fearful fulfilment of 
that doom, c:tn but echo in my heart the grief­
stricken cry, "0 Jerusalem, Jerusalem!" 

From the tower of the monastery there is a 
wonderful view to be had on all sides. The 
Dead Sea, the Blue Sea it should be called, lay in 
the distance, but so clear was the air, it looked 
almost close at hand. It lies really four thousand 
feet below where I stood, but it appears to be 
not a tenth of that depth down. It seemed as if 
I could walk thither in a few minutes, and yet it 
was seven hours distant, seven hours of hard 
riding over barren and desolate hills. 

THE SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE OF ST. P.AUL. 
III.-A GREAT RENUNCIATION: MADE AND UATIF!ED. 

"What things were gain to me, those I counted loss for Christ. Yea doubtless, ond I count 
nil things but loRs."-1'1,i/. W. 7, 8. 

THE dawn of life to Saul of Tarsus was. bri~ht 
with proi_nise; brighter far than 1t nsos 
to the majority of men. If othe;s had 

ground of confidence and right of boastmg, he 
had more. He was no proselyto, flotsam from 
the wreckage of the pagan world, hut born 
within the covenant aml "circumcised iho oigh1h 

day." Ho could boast of unmixed dosccnt and 
untainted blood " of the stock of Israel;" no 
apostate tribe, but faithful "Benjamin their 
rulor" reckoned him among its sons; no foreign 
speech had ousted from his lips the tongue in 
which psalmists hatl snng and prophets foro­
tolLl: ho was "a liobrow of the Ho brews." 
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In his reYercnce fur the Mosaic economy he had 
attached himself to "tho most straitest seot" of 
the J cws' religion: not ally in er himself with the 
w:orldly t~n1e-scrving Herodia~1s, nor casting in 
lus lot with the cold, sceptical, lax Sadducees, 
he had striven to render obedienoe where 
obedience was hardest, and to keep the law 
where its precepts were most numerous and 
exacting; he was "as touching the law, a 
Pharisee." Against such as he judged to be foes 
of the religion of his birth, he shrank not from 
waging a bold and bitter warfare; of Judaism he 
gladly became a champion, in his "zeal perse­
cuting ihe church." Nor did he conceal beneath 
a fanatic's zeal a treacherous and sinful heart. 
He did not seek to bend others to a yoke which 
he refused; he did not proclaim a sanctity after 
which he failed to aspire; he was "touching the 
righteousness which is in the law, blameless." 

Of all these privileges Saul was thoroughly 
aware. He had appraised and added up the 
worth of what he distinctly calls his "gains" 
(Margin, Rev. Vers.). He had of old taken stock 
of life and of its privileges; and the credit 
standing to his account seemed enormous, and 
without any deductions. Every separate item of 
gain he had noted down and rejoiced over. The 
correct administration of the seal of circumcision, 
his true Israelitic descent, his tribal prerogative 
as a Benjamite, his uncorrupt Hebrew ancestry, 
his Pharisaic adherence to law, his persecuting 
championship of Mosaism, the unimpeachableness 
of his legal righteousness-he knew them all. 
Surely these were gains to him. The men of 
his race and age would envy him who had been 
born to such wealth and privilege, and who had 
added thereto. Nor was the path to greater 
wealth shut; it was opened, and Saul was 
speeding along it, making havoc of the Church 
of Christ. And he ventured to think that even 
before God thess thiugs would be availing, and 
this wealth of prerogative and zeal would count. 
In his own eyes he had accumulated vast" gains." 

Yet there carue a day when he was required to 
make a complete renunciation of these prized 
possessions. A "heavenly vision," which be 
dared not disobey, called him away from this 
seemioo- wealth. Jesus Christ, whom he had 
perse01rted claimed him as His captive and bond­
servant. .All that he had reckoned gain he must 
renounce, and no longer esteem. Israelite des~ent, 
Pharisaic zeal, legal righteousness-the~e tl11ngs 
were not o-old, but dross. He must become the 
companion° and Apostle of the Gentiles, and 
preach the faith he " once destroyed." He must 
accept a righteousness which was not his own, 
and came not from hi1:1 own work, but which 
was deri.ed from Christ and received through 
faith. All that he had counted most precious, 
all his "gains," he must henceforth reckon loss. 
And while the apparent gains had been many, 
of birth, as a Jew, of choice, as a PhariRee, 
of labour as a persecutor and zealot, the result 
was one huge loss. Turn whither he would, loss 
met his gaze. Nor had he meroly awoke to the 
fact that what he once valued was of no worth, 
he founcl it positive harm. It wo,s not merel_y 
that, like counterfeit jewels, whose falseness 1s 

discovered, ho might retain these things and be 
no richer by retaining, and no poorer by losing. 
the Yery treasures he once rejoiced in he must 
now renounce and cast off as harmful, and will 
be glad to be rid of them. If he could not 
change his race or alter the fact of his Hebrew 
clesc?nt, yet he will no longer rely upon it, or 
mam~es~ a trace of_ Jewish pride and fancied 
supenonty. But his Pharisaic strictness, his 
7.ea! in persecution, his legal righteousness, 
w luch had stood between Christ and him, these 
he utterly and for ever rejected, as the sources of 
his loss, the occasions of his bitter sorrow. For 
on the day when Christ spoke to him as he 
neared Damascus, he made of all these things a 
complete and final renunciation. " These I 
counted loss for Christ." 

Now, when the apostle writes this Epistle, 
more than twenty-five years have run their 
course. He has had ample opportunity to review 
his life, to test his choice, to reckon up again the 
balance of life he once struck. He has seen life 
under many aspects; amid the rude tribes of the 
Galatian and Phrygian highlands, in philosophic 
Athens, in wealthy and luxurious Corinth, in 
Oriental and superstitious Ephesus, and now at 
last in Imperial Rome, mistress of the world. 
He has learnt that over against the gains which 
life once possessed, he must now place the hatred 
of his countrymen, the persecutions of the 
heathen, the perils of travel, the pangs of hunger, 
and cold, and nakedness, the exhaustion of 
manual labour; but with them" the excellency-of 
the knowledge of Christ Jesus the Lord." Yet 
now, when he may well have tested every item 
in the account of life, and revalued each, when, 
though prematurely aged and spent, he might 
well have desired the fulfilment of the dream of 
early life, and lamented that he was turned aside 
from the career at first marked out, he, on the 
contrary, reiterates his choice-I again renounce, 
to-day as of old, "Yea doubtless, and I count all 
things but loss.'' So under the palace of the 
Cresars, and within what seemed the shadow of 
death, the apostle ratified the great renunciation 
he had made-

These things I counted loss for Christ. 
Yea, I count all things bnt loss. 

It is by the same narrow gate of renunciation 
that men to-day enter the kingdom of heaYen. 
Things that were gains they learn to reckon loss. 
All things of this life pale before " the excellency 
of the knowledge ·of Christ Jesus our Lord.'' 
For His sake, at His call, we leave the things 
dearest to us : wealth, hope, pleasure, friends, 
life's Echeme and purpose-and all else. We 
must forsake our own righteousness, even if, like 
the apostle's, it were void of blemish. "' e must 
know what it is to come to Christ poor and 
bereft, with all our own good renounced, and 
our own will submergecl, in order that we may 
obtain His righteousness and submit to His will. 
Happy is the man who has said, " What things 
were ' gains' to mo-all in which fortune 
favoured me, all that by skill and onergy I 
acquired-these I counted loss.'' . I-~appy is !ho 
man who haq learnt the value of life s best g·1fts 
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in comparison with II the excellency of the know­
ledge of Christ Jesus." But happier is ho who 
can _ratify and confirm the great surrender; who, 
having for Christ's sake surrendered all and 
reckoned all loss, oan pass through the disci­
pline of life, through all that Christ's service 
may have involved, and yet in the end cnn say 
with St. Paul, 11 Yea doubtless, and I count all 
things but loss." How many have failed after 
the renunciation? In how many eyes have the 
" gains," which once were counted loss regained 
~heir value until the great, renunciation has been 
itself renounced? Well is it for us, if after a life 
wide in experience, and fruitful in toil and sorrow, 

we can repeat what onco we said and stand trui 
to the choice we made. Well is it if day by day 
in view alike of the seductions and· promise1 
which life holds out, and of the toils and diRap 
pointmcnts which it brings, we can approve ou 
reckoning and ratify our decision-" I countcc 
loss, I count all things but loss." 

.. 

High heo.ven that heard the solemn VOIV 

That vow renewed she.II daily hco.r ; 
Till in life's latest hour I bow, 

And bless in death a bon<l so dear. 

J, T, L, MAGGS, B.A • 

ANTHONY'S MESSAGE. 
IJY 11\;TH LAMIJ. 

" I HA VE kept shop in Storforcl for thirty yee.!'s, and before 
the.t, I helped my mother "·hen fe.lber died and she 
was left e. widow; not me.rrying until she had se.ved 

enough to keep her and went to live with sister Sarah. 
A ncl I've gone on the safe system, finding that it pays best, 
even if you have less custom. I keep to ready money lines, 
I do. Once begin trusting, and you begin losing. The 
new man may do as he likes. I think I can say he will be 
welcome to all the customers he gets nway from me." 

Anthony Cle.rkson kept the old-established village shop 
at Storforcl-e. shop that had been found sufficient for the 
village needs, during forty-five years pe.sl. It was a 
wonclerful place in its way, for every inch of room was 
occupied ; and though only a small shop,_ it was me.cle to 
hold a large stock of goods. 

"I call it my Noah's Ark," Anthony woulcl say," because 
it holds some of every sort of goods, ancl most of what is 
best. I don't think the ne,v man will be able to sell better 
articles than I do, and I am sure he cannot afford to sell 
cheaper, because folks must pay for credit. Ste.ncls to 
ree.son the.tin e. shop where it is e. ready-money business a.II 
round, a man can afford to do better by his customers. If 
you give credit you a.re sure to lose something, and to my 
mind, the payers have to make np the difference." 

Anthony puckered up hie knowing old face and gave an 
inwe.rd chuckle, which was the nearest approach to a la.ugh 
he ever indulged in. But there was something so droll in 
his looks and tone, that the very sight of his face provokecl 
laughter in other people. He did not seem much afraid 01 

his new rive.I, in spite of the plate glass windows, polishecl 
counters and canisters, and spicf-a.nd-span appee.ra.nce of 
the shop. The remarks above quoteJ were drawn forth by 
the announcement that the new shop-keeper, Mr. Rogors, 
hod so.id he would open weekly or monthly accounts with 
respectable and trustworthy customers. 

Anthony had found it very he.rcl to keep to the " ready 
money lines." In a villnge, people are generally well­
e.cqua.inted with their neighbour's circumste.nces, ancl as he 
was e. truly kind-heertecl man, it went age.inst the grain to 
refuse credit to John Smith's wife when her husbe.ncl was 
laid up with a broken leg, or to James Brown when the twine 
were born. 

Dut Anthony knew that if John Smith's leg, when in a 
sound condition, had carried him straight homo, instead of to 
the" Blue Bell,'' where lie got more beer tlmn be could curry, 

he would not have fallen nncl met wit.h the accident; and 
that if pretty Jessie Brown hacl not spent every penny o 
her young husband's eaJDings in buying unsuitable finery 
besides running into debt with a travelling clraper unknowr 
to James, she woulcl have had a funcl laicl by to meet th< 
extra expenses of the '' rainy day." 

"I can't pretencl to pay second-hancl for John's drink 01 

Jessie's fine clothes," said Anthony. "I am sorry for the poo1 
lass. She'll find out now that the man who will have ready 
m,;mey, but sells a good article, is more of a friend than the 
other who hawks his things from door to cloor, persuaclc:1 
you to buy things you don't want, and makes you pay 
through the nose for what you thought would be such n 
cheap be.rgoin. I nm sorry fo1· Mrs. Smith too, but John is 
in hospitol, and I hope he will learn a lesson whilst his leg 
bone is knitting again. Her hands will be free, ancl they 
a.re willing ones, ancl I can nfforcl to give, 1hough I cannot 
alTorcl to trust." 

So Anthony kept to his rule, yet founcl many ways of 
helping his poor neighbours ancl customers without breaking 
it, and no one in Storforcl coulcl say of him that he was a 
hind man, whilst runny declared that cld Anthony had 
been a true friend in times of trouble, though he woulcl not 
give credit to the valu~ of a penny. 

Anthony was fond of his joke, and boasted that he had 
two reasons for not giving credit, a.ncl that these were 
sufficient to answer every applicant. 

If a stre.nger settled in Storford and askecl for it, he go.ve 
one; if an old inhe.bit,rnt, he quoted the other. 'fhe new 
comer would produce his" shop book" from the tradesmon 
with whom he had run weekly hills, and pointing out how 
regule.rly these had been paicl, ask for similar accommodation. 

Then Anthony ge.vo ns bis reason, " I cannot go on the 
credit system with you, bece.uso I don't know you; besides, 
mine is II ready-money business only." 

If the neighbour moclo CID appeal, tho reason would be, 
" I cannot give you credit, because I do know you, and I'm 
sure you kuow me too well to cxpoot I shnll break my rule 
and cl,:; you hrmn by letting you get into debt that would 
hnng for mnny a clny like a millstone round your neck." 

"Decauso you clo know your customer, a.ncl becouse you 
do not, are l'Oasons enough to meet all onses," persisted 
Anthony, nnd thcro were plenty in Storford who lived to 
thank him for keeping to his rule. 

"lle taught me good habits; he hns saved me mnny a 
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pouud by m11,kiug mo PI\Y ; for if the money muel go down 
011 tht' C'ountcr, 0110 is Cl\rcful not to buy unless the thing 
is really wanted. Pny dny eccms so fur off wheu truet is 
ensy to get, nnd iucliu11,tion el\ye you munt hnvo this or thnt." 

"Rcn,ly money menue 'do without,' l\llll m11kcs it ensy." 
There were, of course, mnny differences of opinion 11,mongst 

the vilbgers when the new shop wns opened. Some re­
mained tlrm supporters of old Anthony, l\nd denlt with him 
as. usual. Some nvu.iled themselves of the chnuoo or 
obtaining credit nt the new shop. Others snid, "We pny 
for whnt we get, Rnd when we get it, we nre not beholdeu 
to Anthony Cle.rkson, so if we see 11 thing better or cheaper 
elsewhere, we will give the new moo n turu. You muy den! 
too loug nt one place.'' 

Ou the whole, howerer, Anthony uud his old customers 
kept together, nud hnving prospered, he wns not the mun to 
wish to huve nil to himself. 

" Storford is 11, bigger place thnu it used to be, nnd there 
nre more folks to feed. I'll not grudge Mr. Rogers a elice 
off the loo.f that has nlwRys beeu more than enough for me 
aud mine. I don't think he's 11 bad sort, though he goes 
on different lines from me.'' 

Mr. Rogers wns not 11 bod sort by nuy menus. He wns 
11 worthy young moo and un euruest Christian. He hod 
come to Storford, not with noy ideu of setting up nn opposi­
tion ehop to Anthony Clarkson, but because th·e village bud 
grown of lo.le, nod there seemed n likelihood of its sup­
porting two shops in pl11ce of one. llfrn were ut work on 11 

branch rnilwe.y in the neighbourhood, und brought down 
wives nnd fomilics, so there would be more mouths to feed 
and money stirring. 

Anthony BllW his rive.I in church, nud us he said, "look 
stock of him." His mental conclusion wns fovourable, 11nd 
on the road home, he remo.rked to his wife-

" I like that young man's looks, and the way he took care 
of his mother. The roads were slippery with frost thie 
morning, Rnd he drew her nrm through his in n tender 
fashion that went to my heart. Eh, Martha ! The sight 
of them took me be.ck forty years, for his mother is o. widow 
W! mine was t4en." 

"And you were a good sou to her, Anthony." 
"Aye, thank God. It's au ill witness memory bco.rs, 

when it reproachee o.n old mnn for having neglected hie 
mother, when he wo.s young and etrong. Do you know, 
Martha., I thiuk I she.II go across to the new shop and have 
a talk with the master.'' 

Mnrthu offered no objection, and to l\lr. Rogers' greo.t 
survrise, Anthony Clnrksou called nt his house on the 
Monday evening, just as he hod closed his ehop. 

The young man Bllid "Good evening," end looked his 
astonishment, seeming hardly to know what to expect. 

"Good evening," so.id Anthony, holding out his band, 
"I've come in e. neighbourly wo.y to hu.ve e. bit of talk with 
you, if you'll ask me in, but I cuonot tu.lk on the doorstep." 

"I beg your pardon, I did not quite understRnd," suid 
lllr. Rogers in a hesitating way, "but I nm very glad to 
BCe you, sir. Walk in," nnd he led the wny to a neat little 
room, where his mother wns sitting busy with her knitting. 

"This is Mr. Clarkeon, mother. The gentleman who 
keeps the old-established shop in Church Street." 

"Not much of the gentleman, ma'am," rnid Anthony. 
"In fact rather a rough nnd re11dy old chap, but I hopo 
you'll not consider,me intruding. I come in 11 neighbourly 
way, being o. bit dro.wn to your son by 11 litLle thiug I saw 
yeslcrdny, coming from church. It took me back forty yeiu 
and more.'' 

Then in his hon,ely wo.y, ho told hie heurers bow the 
sight of them-mother nnd eon-he.d gone to his heart. 

" For I wo.s ouly a youngster myself wht'ln I ho.d to st11ud 
t,y 11 widowed mother, and I waited years before I married 

my Murlho., so oe to mako sure lhet that the old Indy's 
Inlier daye would bo mode comfortnblo. 

"Well, God hne been good to me since then. I have put 
by what will find broad 11,nd cheeee for the wife o.nd me 
while we live, nnd for our girle, both well murriecl, when 
wo have doue with it. 

"And now I should not liked to be co.lied Mr. Hnveall. 
I hove hnd my loaf well buttered, along with pretty hard 
work, you know, and I shall not grudge the she.ring it with 
nuother mnn of the right eort. As Storford is growing faet, 
there wus bound to be another ehop, aud I hope you will 
look back iu duo time on such nn experience as mine hos 
be~u.'' 

" You ore very kind. I n~Yer expected such worde from 
you, Mr. Clo.rkson," said lhe younger man. "I wae afraid 
you would look ou me in 11 different spirit-but I was bonnd 
to begin somewhere, nnd Storford se<lmed e. likely pince.'' 

"So it is, so it is," wns the hearty reply. "Room for 
both of us, especially us we shall go ou different liuee, for 
mine is 11 ready-money concern, nnd I am too old to chunge 
e. plun that hlLS answered so well. I kuow everybody in 
Storford, except the new comers, nnd I can give you a 
wrinkle or two, if you ore to be trusted," u.nd Anthony 
looked straight o.t Mre. Rogers ns if for e.u nnewer. 

'fho wiclow'e foce hu.d e. beautiful loving light on it as 
she turned to Anthony and snid-

" Sir, I have trusted mv son, and treated him as e. friend 
ever since he was a me;e child. He he.e never broken e. 
promise to me, or betrayed 11 trust, or told e. lie.'' 

"Why he's the very sort of mnn I took him to be," suid 
Authouy, with n comical expression ou his rugged face. 
"Right a.gain, o.s usu11I. Now, Mr. Rogers, I don't expect 
you c,10 afford to loee money or muke many bad debts." 

The young ma.n turned pale nt the thought, and replied­
" It would be ruin, for the cnpitnl is not mine, but my 

mother's." 
"More need for me to help you to add to it. Now 

:un'nm, us you have given your eon 11 good character, I om 
goiug to let him iuto 11 fow eecrets thnt me.y be of use, thut 
is if he feels like trusting me in return." 

Theu the ehrewd old mnn took out o. paper, on which wns 
11 long list of Storford nnmee. He told Mr. Rogers who 
were thoroughly trustworthy, of others who would, he snid, 
be honest with. good looking after, e.od some who had been 
nmougst the firet to buy trifles nt the new shop for ready 
money, who must on no account be allowed to run iuto debt. 

"They have paid e. little, to get credit for e. great den! 
nfterwnrde. Theee others nre old customers of my own, 
nnd to be trusted, if they ehould come to you.'' 

"I never knew nny one act so kindly u.s you 111-e doiug, 
Mr. Clnrkeou," said the 11Btonished young tradesman. 

"Mny be not, but I u.m reokoned a queer, stubborn, oh! 
fellow that will go his own wny about things-but, after 
nil, this is not my wo.y. When I first heard you wcrt' 
going to bogin businese here, I felt very angry, e.ud I said 
to myself, 'I'll drive that young mo.u out of Storford. I'll 
undersell him. I'll begin to give oredit. I oon afford to lose 
e. little to make him lose more. This 1ue.y not be 11 pnyinc; 
plan to begin with, but I slmll get bnok my own with 
interest iu the long run '-thou God st'lut me 11 weSS11ge that 
weut straight home. Ho bnde me look at you nud your 
mother, uod eee myself nnd miuo as wo woro forty yetu-s 
ngo. He ho.de me think of tho work und the struggles of 
those old times, and to noto tho way by which He had kd 
me oud the blessings with which it hod been strewn. 

"I sow o.ll tbeso thinge ns clear I\B doylighl, nnd I scewc,l 
t.> he~r o. voice nsking me, ' ,v ere your euocoes nnd present 
prosperity given you to ennblo you to strew your neigh­
bo1ir's path with thorns, perhaps to ruin him? Would 
you, who have enough nud lo spare, take the bread from 
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his lipe, which he is working hnrd to win? Would you 
rob him of hope nud couroge, nud drive him, with o. sinking 
hcnrt nnd lessened menus, to begin ngo.in in yet e.nolhcr 
new neighbourhood? Anthony Clo.rkson, you co.n only 
render your olfering of thanksgiving to God, through your 
neighbour, for the Lord of hee.vcn nnd enrth needs nothing 
nt your hands.' 

"It wns this Hee.ven-scnt messe.ge tbo.t ,,ho.nged my mind, 
ruade me e.shnmed of my first thoughts towe.rds you, nnd 
sent me here to offer you o. bit of e.dvice, e.nd to say with 
nil my bee.rt, 'l\Iey God prosper you!' 

" For the time to come, if you feel ns I do, we shall be 
;;ood friends and neighbourR, not rive.ls looking for chances 
to over-rench one nnother. 

"But, mind you, I am not going to give up business and 
lcnve you the field to yourself. I shall stick to my shop 
nud keep all the customers I cnn, but I believe there are 
plenty to keep us both going.'' 

"I should be sorry if you did think of giving up," said 
the young mnn. "No one else would act as you are doing, 
I do not know how to thank you."' 

"Don't want thnnks. Thank God for having shown me 
how an old man whom He has prospered should act towards 
a young man who is stroggling up hill. 

"May be you _have heard my two reasons for not giving 
credit in business. I refuse it to one lot, because I do not 
know them, to the others, because I do. Saw these words in 
a book and thought they were cnpital, when one is dealing 
with human nature." 

"But things are the other way about, when one thinks 
of God in Christ Jesus. The more we know of Him the 
more we must trust Him, though we have only seen Him by 
the eye of faith. e.nd through the Holy Spirit's enlightening 
intluence.'' 

ADthouy Clarkson's rugged face had a benutiful light on it 
as he said these words, rising from his see.t as he finished them. 

Mrs. Rogers had hard work to speak, but she took the 
rough hnnd outstretched to her, and with the tears streaming 
down her cheeks, said-

" May the God of the widow bless you and reward you 
for your disinterested goodness to my son e.nd me.'' 

"Not so disinterested, ma'am, after all," returned 
Anthony with a smile. '' I shall not suffer by doing whe.L 
I feel to be right. My Master will take cnre of that; and 
think how much happier I shall be thnn if I had been 
doing my worst against a good son!" 

" If you would not mind my walking a little way with 
you," said Mr Rogers, when they reached the door; "I_h~e 
not been out to-day." 

"The very thing I should like, come and see my wife.'' 
So the two went to Anthony's house in company; and 

though it was winter time, there were plenty of Storford 
folk who saw them and wondered, what next? 

And by Anthony's fireside, young Rogers . opened hls 
mind to sympathising listeners in the shnpe of himself and 
bis good wife, and told of his anxiety lest his mother's little 
capital should be diminished through her willingneBB to 
place it unreservedly in bis hands; but when he went away 
it was with cheery words ringing in bis ears, and valuable 
information for his guidance in bmtlness matters, which 
proved as useful as the kindly giver meant it to be. 

Storford folk were amazed at seeing the rivals, as they 
dccmecl them, walking together as friends; and at first 
thought that Anthony Clarkson must be the real proprietor 
of the nel" concern. However, he soon convinced them to 
the contrary, and stood out sturdily for the old shop nnd his 
multifnrious wares. In due time be rejoiced in the pros­
perity which attended his neighbour's efforts, whilst his 
own was but little affected by lllr. Roger's coming to 
Storford 

And on Christmas Day, the young man and his mother 
were the guests of Anthony Clarkson and his good wife; 
and the four ate their meal together with hearts full of 
peace and good will townrds each other, and thankfulness 
to God. 

"Wo have been used to gather our two girls and their 
husbnnds with a child apiece for Christmas time," said 
Mrs. Clarkson ; " but tliiugs horn so happened that we 
cnnnot hnve them this yenr; for Sarah has a fortnight olcl 
be.by, nnd Mnrtha's little one is just over the measles, and 
not fit to bring out of doors. We are glad not to be by our­
selves, and that you a.re not by yourselves either." 

Mrs. Rogers and ber son liad almost dreaded Christmas 
coming, because last year the husband and father had be1:n 
with them, end now his place on earth would know him no 
more. So thoy were glad indeed to join old Anthony and 
his wife, and to be led by their encouraging words to think 
of present mercies with thankful hearts, ill8tead of brooding 
sadly over past sorrows. On .his side, Anthony rejoiced that 
instead of listening to the first promptings of his own heart 
he had listened to that other voice which said to hill!, 
" Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself," and had acted 
upon its tenchings. 

----
PERFECT SEnVICE.-" His servants shall serve Him." 

(Rev. :x.xii. 3.)-These ere words of deep and precious meaning 
to the true servant of God. Perhaps there are none who 
are so ready to cry "we are unprofitable servants" as those 
who are lnbouring most earnestly in their blessed Master's 
work. It is they who are most sensilile of their short­
comings ; it is they who long for strength, and zeal and 
ability; it is they who feel most the difficulties of doing e.ny 
work ns it ought to be done, just because they are indeed 
working. To them the thought of heaven, not as a place 
of idleness but of work, is welcome. They long indeed for 
rest, but not for utter inaction; and it is a blessed thought 
that the service which they love will in that hnppy land be 
no longer that of unprofitable servants,-it will be perfect 
holy, end complete. His servants, the angels that excel in 
strength, never weary of doing His commnndmonts. Theirs 
has beon from of old a service such as passes man's under­
standing as much as it transcends his powers. But in the 
state of blessedneBB to which Christ Ly His atoning blood 
shall at last bring nll whom the Fathe1· hnth given Him, 
there will be work for all, end there will be atrength to do 
tha.t work whatever it may be. That strength comes with 
the beatific vision: "They shall see His face, and His name 
she.11 be in their foreheads." This was the thought that the 
Psalmist beheld nfar off when he turned from the perplexities 
of life to the glorious hereafter,-" As for me, I will behold 
Thy fe.ce in righteousness." And in the same spirit the 
beloved disciple looked forward to the time when Christ's 
people would be like Himself,-like God's 0110 perfect 
servant and Son, iu whom Ho is well pleased, for in that day 
"We shall be like Him; for we sholl see Him ns H11 is." 
(1 John iii. 2.) 

Oh, wenry workers for Christ, despond not, nor let your 
faith f11il you when you feel how poor your work is, and how 
feeble is your strength I It is of God's great goodness that 
He allows you to do anything for Him now, be it ever so 
little. The time will come when, in a very different mnnuer, 
you, with nil His servants, shall serve Hiw.-ll. A. s. 11. 
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HONEST WILL. 
l'llAl'l'lllt lll. 

l•' •r E R much dolibomtiun, nn,l 
much cloloy, this impol'l­
n n t b11ei11cee woe com­
mitted to Dill 'l'hol'po. 

'l'ho cnros nm! trou blcs 
of recent times ho. cl 
woudmfolly coiled out 
who.tover there wns in 
the lo.d of shrewdness 
oud energy. It wne n 
pniuful thing for him to 
pnrt with Crummie, but 
whon he snw it must be 
done, he brnced himself 
up for the duty. He 
would toke her to the 
next foi1· iu n town 
not very for off', o.nd 
get the beet price he 
coul<l for her. When 
the time co.me, his 
mother go.ve him all 
ruanner of counsels nnd 
chnrges. 

"My dearest mother," 
ho so.id, ns he embrnccd 
her, "I will remember 
nncl follow nil your 
counsels ; o.ucl hopo to 
bring bnck n good bng 

of silvc1· in exchouge for poor Crummie." 
In the household of simple fRith, the success of Dill on 

the. following do.y wns the subject of co.meet prayer that 
night. 

Next morning there was e. doleful scene o.t the cottoge. 
Poor Mo.ry was full of sorrow, and coul<l not be coosoled. 
It wo.s with difficulty she was persuaded to stny beside her 
mother, while Dill went to bring out Crummie. '.rhe beast 
seemed to know who.t wa.s going on, and wos cquo.lly un­
willing to leave the old place. When brought out, with 
rope e.ttochcd, she mode tho o.ir riog with her diemol monne, 
os if a.we.re she was led out never to return. When Dill 
he.cl a.gain received oe mo.ny cautions as before, he nt last 
mo.rched boldly on toward the fair. As it wns a. long jourooy, 
thoy sto.rtcd betimes, e.od nll the wo.y Dill's heart was 
filled with mingled so]l'OW nud hopo. At lest he arrived 
in tho market towu where tbo fair was hold, o.nd soon was 
in the midst of the busy noisy crowd of people. 

Now I do uot intend to BllY much about tho sccuos o.ncl 
iuciclente of tbo.t do.y, nor to tell how Dill hud to benr many 
on insult, o.nd much " cha.fling " o.bout tho wretched beast, 
"nll skin nn<l bones," one so.id, wkich he bad brought to sell 
at tho best price he could. Ho wua couvinccd gro.cluo.lly 
tho.t Cru1umie ho.cl not the bcnuty nud goo,l favour wiih 
wliich her friends o.t the cotto.ge creclitccl her, in thoi1· 
partial judgment. His hopes wel'o much lessened, ns ho 
saw other heo.Hhier youug J.pnsls sold, o.ocl ho still stnucling, 
tired and hungry, tryiug to get n purchosor. Mnny lookocl, 
but paBBecl ou with some impudent or contemptuous rcmo.rk. 
At length o. rough-looking mo.n stopped, o.nd to him Dill 
mo.do earnest appeal to buy, o.ncl tolcl him, not very wisol)', 
of the homo troubles o.nd tho eto.rVl\tion prospects, which 
mnclo him anxious to get something for tho cow. 

"I'll give you n, five pound note," enicl tho mnn, "for it is 
o. 1uisrrnblc-loukiog Lcnsl, not worth Uuit." 

:!a!) 

"Mnlco it six," said Dill ; nnd ngnin b<,g,.11 00 plcnd the 
poverty nud slrnits nt home. 
. "1'hnt's nol my nffoir," Bllid the man, "hut I'll give 011 

BIX pounds." y 

Ili_ll gnve o. Inst tender embro.co to his dcnr Crummie, and, 
lurumg to tlJO mnn, enicl: 

"You'll troo.t hor kindly, won't you? If you feed hu well 
sho'll pick up wonderfully." 

" Don't fret yourself," sllicl the mnn "sh~'ll soon gtt a 
blow tlmt will end nil her troubles." ' 

"Whnt did you Bny," naked Dill, frighteoccl by the man's 
roughuess, o.ncl now seeing tho.t he wna dealing with e. 
butcher, who only wo.nted Crummie to kill. "You would 
lcill my Crummie," sobbed the lac!. "Ne, we will rather 
die of hunger thnn sell our dear cow only to be killed." 

'.rhe boy took hold of the rope, ond the mo.n rcfu~cd to let 
go, or to tnke back the mouey, which Bill was ready to give. 

The noise speedily brought o. crowd round the pince, nnd 
the butc~or eowhe would not be allowed to move off '}Uietly, 
ns ho tned to do. He wns II thorough rogue, ns ),is next 
move &ho wed. Preteudiug to yield to the lad's en ti·caties, 
he took hold of the note nnd the money ho.ndecl by him, 
and o.fte1· looking at it so.id tho.t the youog ro.scnl had given 
him o. flo.sh note, o.ud that the right one was still in his 
pocket. This was too much for " honest Will," who wns 
awe.zed o.t the attempt to pay for his cow with e. forged 
note. Loud were his exclamo.tions, o.nd the cro,vd well knew 
that the poor lo.d ho.d no other note in his pocket ; but, as it 
turned out, he had ooly n few pence. 

Just nt this momoot Fnrmer Freeico.u, well-known to all 
iu the neighbourhood, going home in his gig, drew up t';l 
sec what wo.s the matter. A womo.n from Will's yil)o.ge 
wns denouncing the rogue of e. butcher, and declo.riug to ell 
the crowd tho.t Will woe o.n honest lo.cl. The butcher also 
knew Farmer Freemo.u well, o.nd that he would stand no 
uooseose, when he lenrned the true sto.te of off'o.irs. So he 
very q uiokly disappenred, leo.ving honest Will without o.ny 
money, o.nd the cow unsold I 

The kind former felt the utmost pity for the Ind, who was 
inn elnte of confused misery, o.nd, speakiug to him quietly, 
o.sked his nnme. ' 

" Will Thorpt>," he so.id. 
"What I" so.id the farmer, "arn you the son of Widow 

Thorpe? She is o.n honest he.rd-w01·king woman, o.n,l has 
often done o. day's work o.t my place. I should like to do 
something for her son. He1·e, my Ind, is n crown piece for, 
you." 

"No, sir, I tho.nk you; I am not begging, but I am ve1T 
much trembled o.bout not selling the cow, iu our uccd." • 

'l'he womo.n iu tho crowd ngnin spoke 1,p, enyiug Will was 
nn honest lad, and al we.ye told the truth.. This plcnsed the 
furmcr more, o.ncl he so.id to Will : 

"Jump up, there's room for you in the gig, C111d hitch 
your cow o.t tho ho.ck, so ns to follow us. Wo'll uot go fast, 
o.ud I'll dllive you home." 

On the .wny, Farmer Freemon heord the whole story 
of the widow's troubles, nod in his Ol\'U mind resolved whnt 
to do; not without uttorillg strong words nbout Juck the 
butcher, whom ho suid ho would briug to Look for nttcmpt-
iog to cheo.t n poor Ind. • 

Tho end of it 1111 wne Urnt beforo long tho widow and 
1,or children found n now homo, iu n cotlllgo ou 1"nrmcr 
Frcemnn's loud. Mrs. 'fhorpo rccovcro<l so fo1· ns to be 
nblo to work qcl'nsionnlly, both in tho st,1bles null the 
llelds; nut! honest Will fouucl full employmont in the 
gnr<lon, with plenty of timo for impl'oviug himself in leorn­
ing, uD<lor tho guidnuoo of hie pious mother, nucl nlso nt the 
villngo school. Thoy wero happy nncl they were grnlcful; 
grnloful lo Gotl first, 11n<l lo good Fnrmer Freeman, who 
obtn iuc,l in lho wi<low's ohihlron, iu due tiwc-, most faithful 
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aml useful serv11uts. So Widow 'fhorpe's p11,ticuec, und 
resignntion, nud trust iu God wero rewcu·tled. She ended 
her dn,ys iu peace 11ud comfort; and it w11s well with her 
au<l her children. If we could tako a peep into the future 
we should see Me.ry me.rried h11ppily to a young former, 
while William rose to be steward at the old Hnll, whero tho 
young Squire now lived. But our story is limited to the 
time when he first became known us "Hon!'st Will." 

.Suffer Jittlt <rr:gilbi:rn. 
"SUFFER little children," 

Soft.ly Jesus snid, 
As they cnme before Hirn, 

By their mothers led; 
From the he.nds th1tt held them 

With no shy e.lnrms, 
Willingly they nestled 

In His loving urms. 

"Suffer little children," 
For the we.y is long, 

Sina and snares are many, 
And the foe is strong ; 

I will hold them safely, 
Guide them with my hand, 

Bring them ere the nightfe.\L 
To the children's land. 

"Suffer little children," 
Let them come to Me, 

Still th·e word is wafted 
O\-er land and see. ; 

Pity for the helpless, 
Strength for those who fall, 

In the heart of Jesus 
There is love for all. 

'Suffer little children:," 
Lord, to Thee we come, 

In Thy heavenly kingdom 
We would be at home; 

Keep us by Thy mercy, 
Till we too shall ste.nd, 

Aud receive Thy blessing 
In the children's land. 

MARY ROWLES JARVIS, 

SCRIPTURE ENIGMAS. 

NO, XI. 

1. What St. Paul says "puffeth up." 
2. Another n3me, according to an apostle, forcoveto11suess. 
3. A sect in the early church whose "doctrine " Jesus 

« hated." 
t. One of the gifts presented by the wise men to the 

infant Jesus. 

The initials of each word iu order place 
And a great office of Christ you troce. 

NO, XII. 

1. A word for trials manifold 
To faithful few by Christ fore,eld. 

2. Where fell an idol from its shrine 
Twice down before the ark di vine? 

3. Of whom did David make request 
To give his aged parents rest? 

w. o. 

1. Whnt fearful means was used to break 
Goml prisoners bonds, and souls awake? 

5. Whll't waters as strong walls were made 
'fill Ismel's foes their depths invade? 

G. Whence brought they for 11 king of old 
Bright glistening gems and precious gold? 

7. What simple tiny token brnught 
By gentle bird soothed anxious thought? 

8. This said the men on Shinnr's plain 
Shall reach. to heaven, but 1111 in vain. 

9. Where saith Paul God's Spirit must 
Abide, to quicken mortal dust? 

IO. What king Samaria's hill diEI buy, 
Aud set n. city tliere on high? 

11. What cereal did two kings arrange 
For cedar timbers to exchange? 

12. Two letters, last of Hebrew namP, 
"The Lord our Righteousness" the same. 

13. '1.'his "not for me," our Lord did cry, 
But "for yourselves," and progeny. 

14. Of whom· did Jesus say, though ~mall 
Her gift is great, for 'tie her "1111 "? 

15. What maid, with answered prayer elate, 
For joy forgot to ape a gate? 

IG. 'fhis Jesus called Himself, nnd He 
Alone can ope for you and me. 

17. This did become 11 serpent when 
God's word was spurned by sinful men. 

The initials and the finals place 
And you a promised good may trace 
First given to J ndah's remnant. Yet 
We may each one some lesson get. 

A CHAPTER OF SCRIPTURE. 

NO. II. 

This cl1apter contains the account of two miracles : one 
is mentioned only in this gospel, the other in only one 
beside. After working the first, we are told that Jesus 
" marvelled." It took place in a city which was" exe.Ited to 
heaven," and which is '' upon the sea-coast." The other 
miracle was wrought the following day, and seems to have 
been the first of its kind; a similar one is recorded in the 
following chapter. "There came a fear on all" who saw it, 
ancl the people were sure that "a great prophet" had risen 
up among them ; the story of the wonder spreading far nnd 
wide, even reaching a solitary prisoner on the shore of the 
Dead Sea. The place where it occurred is mentioned 
nowhere else. An account is given of two messengers 
coming to Jesus, to ask 11 question. The man who sent 
them had once said to tbe soldiers, "Be content with your 
wnges," and the people had '' mused iu their hearts" of 
him. In one verse we are told of many miracles being 
wrought on the sick and the blind, and afterwards our Lord 
sends a message, and speaks to the people of one who is 
elsewhere compared to Elijah. The publicans received his 
words, but the Pharisees and lawyers rejected them ; Jesus 
next speuks of children at play, und of tho evil things men 
said of Himself. The chapter closes with a beautiful story 
only related in this gospel, though 11 very similar incident, 
occurring two yenrs after, is given by the othe1· three 
evnngelists. Some rletoils ore alike in the two stories ; but, 
exoepting Jesus, the ohC1rncters C1re all rlifferent. The com­
mon name of " Simon," however, ooours in both, but oue is, 
or hue been "u leper," the other is "u PhariSe<'.' The placi>, 
too, is not the sume. In this story we fin<l Jesus giving C\ 

short pnrable, and then speaking words of reproof 11ud of 
praise. The hist words 1ue thoae of forgiveness and peace. 

L. T. 




